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The Mm. thii? ,• ft* fgdkvfa (&<, 

«. . * , , fbt/k'KwM. 

,*'»£ And what s the fi x t and kfohc Whkhlb*&U c 

^dcwuJWush a graceful] coumfie deliuercd p ' ^ 

^"'X' A pretty motraU j irem .fee ed fiat* whete i. b . 

’.i.^.Henaduced mtflnc better then bis outw^fl-. 

W ~y h hi. Suit CMMXMd , i5S?SS2&r 

Vrinllf(!^ An ' j °]' L ' t rwpoftkthi.atmouiruft 
Vntijl this day, to fc ovvre ic in the dull, 

A «£. t. )pii:ion s but a fasle, that makes vs ic an 
fhc ouc ward hab.ee, by the inward man, 

Jar fta ,^ ,th . c Kn, h hts 3rc comming, 

We will with-draw into the Gallery. 

QrtttJlMUs^H try, The menu- Knight, 

Kw kJZV 1 ? 

T nlar^ ® / s,to a y y°» r Welcome were fupeifluous. 

I pJacevyoa the volume of your dcedcr. ^ 

As in a Title page,your worth ia ««,« ; 

W ere more then you e»p^ or more then’s fe 

4remre U S r *»*»»* k fc|fe : ’ 

s : t m " th ’ 01 M ««*■ * 3 **• 

1 on are princes and my guefiy 
n«. But you my Kmght a^d o W S . v 

To whom this wreathe of vi^ory Iriui 
And Crowne ycu King of this dayes happi ne ffe. 

^cartb b7 h^ nerL8dy > ht ^ n,erit * 

A „Y?’ ri by what y°» will, the day is yours. 

And hcere, I hopejs noae that enuies jt j ' 

; In 


T trie lei Tr'wce of . Tyre. 

In framing an Atti£l,Art hath thus decreed. 

To make feme good, but others to exceed, 

And you her laboured fchollencomc Quecneof th leaf*, 
For (daughter fo you are, here take your place : 

Martiall the reft, as they delerue his grace. 

Knights. Wee are honoured much by good Simonides. 
King. Your,prefcnt glads our daycsjionour we loue. 
For who hates honour hates the God aboue. 

Marjh. Sir yonder is your place. 

Per. Seme other is more fit. 

1 . Knight . Contend not fir for we are gentlemen. 

That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Enuy the great, or doe the low defpife. 

You are right curteou* Knights. 

King. Sit, fit, fit, 

By lone ( I wonder) that is King of thoughts, 

Th? fe Cates refill me, he not thought vpoa. 

That. By Itmo (that is Quecneof Manage) 

All Viands that I eate do fechae valauory, 

Wifning him my ine; : : fure hec’s a gallant gentleman, 
Atfg.Hee’sbut a country gentleman,has done no more 
Then other Knights haue done, has broke a ftaffe. 

Or fo; let it pafft*. 

7/ ;<.To me he feemed a Diomond to glafle. 

You King’sto me, like to my fathers pl&ure. 
Which fels me in that glory once he was. 

And Princes lat like liars about his Throne, ‘ 

And he the Sun, for them to reucrence ; 

None that beheld him but like ldfer lights. 

Did vaile their Crownesto his fuprcniacy ; 

Where how his fonne like a Glo-worme in the nighr, 
The which hath fire in darknefie r.orie in light ; 

Wheieby I lee that time’s the King of men. 

Tor hee’s their parents and he is their graue. 

And giues them what he will not what they craue. 

King, what are you merry, Knights ? 

Kmghts.'Who can be other in this royal! prefence ? 




40 50 60 70 80 90 100 110 120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 




270 



280 290 300 



